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Summary:
Andrew spends a night alone on the couch of his apartment with Ashley and has a very interesting wet dream.

Notes:
[I do writing on request, as well as writing of my own thoughts. Please consider viewing my other works or leaving feedback.]

Work Text:
Andrew let out a deep sigh. He was out on the couch tonight after angering Ashley a great deal. Their living accommodations and tight budget had them sharing a bed in a tiny apartment that felt like a jail cell. Now it was even worse, being cold and alone on the couch in the living room.

As Andrew fought with himself, he started to feel tears welling up in his eyes. He was just upset at himself more than anything. It wasn’t that Ashley had kicked him out of the bedroom and that he now had to be by himself- it’s that it even got to the point of him arguing with her that he didn’t sooner stop himself. He did care about her and was trying to just take everything in to plan out a better way to live with her, but she lived each day as it’s own.

He wanted something more secure. He wanted her to take things seriously. He wanted her to just grow up a little bit more.

(Maybe then it’d be easier. Maybe then I could be more open with her...) He hit the back of the couch with a clenched fist and let his arm fall weakly. He was tired, but his mind was still riddled with thoughts. Maybe he could close his eyes and think about all of it more. (Ashley... You’re so difficult sometimes.)

He slowed his breathing into a rhythm as he lay there, and slowly faded into a dream. He felt like one moment, he’d been laying on the seat cushions and the next he was laying on a carpet floor. He opened his eyes while listening to the sound of television static, looking off to the right, to see on the floor strewn around the TV handfuls of colored pencil drawings on white paper.

He looked to his left, and saw a small bed with a little girl laying on it. As he stood up he realized it was Ashley, but just younger. The same one he’d dreamt of before that night at their parents house. Same room and everything. He reached out slowly, only to have his brain wracked with panic, as if expecting something terrible. His chest tightened before he snapped out of it. He grabbed Leyley by the shoulder and turned her onto her back, seeing that she was fast asleep.

He let out a deep breath of relief. What was he scared of? He couldn’t shake the feeling that this was something he’d seen differently before. But he looked down at the little girl as she lay there with messy hair and still fully dressed. She wasn’t even under the covers, and she still had her shoes on. He took her little shoes off and sat down on the bed next to his younger sister. She stirred, rubbing her eyes as she slowly looked at Andrew. “Andy... ?” – He didn’t respond. “Andy, you look like you’re upset.” - “Yeah, I am. At myself, mostly, but I guess it’s because I just couldn’t show more self control.”

“That’s something you do well though. I’m guessing you just couldn’t stop being a big butt face!” She had crawled up and gotten behind her big brother, hugging around his neck as she knelt on the blanket behind him. “I guess you’re not the best big brother there is after all. Chasing after hussies again?”

He grabbed her by the arm and slowly pulled her arms off of him. “No, I wasn’t trying to abandon you... Ashley... Aren’t you just part of my own head? Aren’t I just talking to myself here?” - “I dunno Andy, you tell me.”

He remembered that this was in his own head, but this little sister of his seemed to act completely on her own. Maybe a part of his subconscious? He stood up and spun around to see Leyley rubbing her little soles through her socks, flopping back onto the bedding and stretching out. “Ashley. I really care about you, but sometimes I just wish you’d realize you’re an adult now and act more accordingly.” - “Why are you telling me this? I’m just [...] Years old.” - “No y- ... Wait... Yeah you’re part of my mind. Why are you still here actually?” - “Maybe because you like me being here. Maybe you really do like your sister keeping her immaturity. It’s something you never got to keep because that dumb bitch of a skank you called a mother dumped me on you!” - “She...” He sighed. His first instinct when it came to talking to Ashley was to always tell her that their mother was ‘trying her best’ or ‘just working to help them’.

She got up from the bed and pushed Andrew over the carpet to the bed. “Lay down.” - “Jeez Leyley...” He obliged the image of his little sister and lay down. The bed was comfortable, just laying down made him feel a bit better. She undid the buttons to her overalls and let them fall down off her body. Andrew was laying there with closed eyes, not paying attention. She climbed back up onto the bed, still with her shirt and underwear on. Andrew opened his eyes to see the little girl standing over his torso without her overalls. “WH- What are you doing Leyley!!” - “Being a kid... Duh!” She grinned and beamed down at him as she raised a foot and stepped on his chest. “I should ask you that, though, you pervert...” - “I’m not— !” - “This is your dream! You’re the one thinking about this!”

She cut him off, and she had a good point. This was all in his head. He was getting aroused looking at her cute little pink panties though, and was now trying to hide that. “You are such a weirdo Andy.” She lifted her socked foot again and stepped on his face gently as he turned his head to the side to avoid eye contact. “You like that? You like being stepped on by my little toesies?” She was being such a brat. “Maybe you wanna see my little [...] Year old chest?” She took her shirt off with no hesitation and threw it onto the floor with her overalls. “You’re sooo gross!”

His face was red and his heart beat faster, his breathing speeding up along with each teasing word. “You know you want me to stay a kid at heart because you don’t want your perfect little sister to end up just like you. I know Andy. I understand.” He thought about her words as she lifted her foot off his face and got down closer to him. “You also want her to be your little sister forever. Just like it’d always been. Andy and Leyley. Losing her childishness would mean losing who she is.” He nodded and looked at Leyley. He reached out and held onto her thighs with his hands. Her striped socks came up just over her knees, and she smiled at him. “You think of me sometimes, when you’re doing your dirty deeds. I know you want your sister as she is, but you’re keeping me around because you can’t let go either.”

He gulped, realizing he was really communicating with his own mind, thinking about everything he really thought about Ashley. It was all true. Making Ashley grow up would mean losing what made her so charming, even if it was an annoyance. She’d end up just like him- and he didn’t want that. Leyley pulled his right hand up and pressed her palm out flat against his, the difference in the sizes of their hands very obvious. “Andy.” - “Leyley.”

“Take your pants off.” - “Do I gotta?” - “You’re the pervert here. I’m surprised they’ve stayed on this long.”

He obliged and pulled his pants down, boxers and all. There it was that Leyley moved back up over his lap on her knees, her childish frame dwarfed by his own even as she took position on top of him. She straddled back against his length with her delicate and soft panties, getting him hard. “What do you think, Andy?” - “I think you’re a little brat...” - “And what is my big brother gonna do about it?” She giggled, placing her right hand coyly over her mouth. Andrew reached up and gently brought down her underwear, looking into her eyes with a little uncertainty. “I won’t tell, Andy, only if you don’t!” - “That’s really helpful... I’m the only one you could ever talk to anyways.” - “That’s kind of the point, dork.” She flicked him on the forehead and he jolted in surprise. She moved with his hands to get her panties off fully as she knelt over his lap, leaning forward to get her young chest closer to his face.

Andy could feel his tip brushing against her young entrance. He had no idea what to think about this, but it was kind of too late to turn back now. He found himself saying that for a lot of things he’d experienced with his sister.

“Andy. Do I have to do everything?” - “Hey... I was getting to it.” He gently caressed her young thighs and gripped over her little butt, feeling his tip against her little cunny. He slowly pressed it up, pushing her hips down as she whined softly. She moved with his hands and felt his full hardness begging almost to enter her body. She reached a hand back and spread her little pussy from behind, bouncing up and down over his tip as it tried to enter. As she started, his tip leaked and her own body was getting worked up too. It took her just a few moments to get them both to a comfortable point to get Andrew’s tip inside. He flinched and closed his eyes as he felt it slip into the incredible tightness of Leyley’s little hole. He opened one eye as she looked down at him with a smirk and a giggle.

“It’s in Andy. Does it feel good to fuck your little sister? Emphasis on ‘little’.” - “It... Certainly feels unique.” He tried to move deeper, but her little body was currently unrelenting. She put one hand against his torso and held his right hand with hers, starting to grind against his tip. “Fuck, Leyley... It’s really...” He was trying to hold back, but also mixing up words in his head, thinking that this was both incredibly wrong but also kinda hot at the same time. Didn’t help that she was really more in control here. “Just say you love my cunny and wreck me already!” She gripped his sweater and sleeve tight with both hands, trying to force more of his cock inside her as well. Since she asked for it, he obliged, and he took hold of her tiny hips, forcing her down even further down. The sound that came out of her throat was a cough mixed with a yelp. She shook in his hands and gripped tighter against his clothes as she tried to quickly accommodate his size in her tiny body. She had no time to recuperate as he lifted her up and pushed her down again, thrusting up. He started using her for his pleasure and panted heavily while he picked up speed. She cried out in pleasure and moaned out to him. “Andy! Ah! Andy, yes!” - “Leyley- fuck! I can’t get enough of you even in my dreams!” She drooled out a bit, her young body feeling pulsating waves throughout in response to his cock spreading her open with each thrust.

He had relented to his inner demons just this once, but had found some more understanding for when he went back. He pounded Leyley’s cunny as she rode him, feeling up his little sisters [...] Year old chest as he held her down on his cock. His breathing was heavy and ragged as he started painting her insides white, emptying himself out into her. “That’s a good big bro! I Knew you could do it Andy.”

He looked at her smug face. “This was a terrible experience... Please don’t come back.” he muttered to her. She smiled at him.

“See you next time you end up on the couch, loser!”

He closed his eyes as his cock went soft, waking up to the smell of breakfast, finding himself with a wet spot on the crotch of his pants after that ‘very specific’ wet dream.

He got up, went over to Ashley as she sat at their little kitchen table, and hugged her. “I’m sorry sis.” - “You’re certainly something...” She chuckled, seeing the spot on his crotch. “Ah... Just ignore that...”